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            AN ALIEN HONEYMOON TRAVELOGUE OF ATLANTIS!

          

        

      

    

    
      Fans of The Atlantis Grail have asked for a spicy story of Gwen and Aeson’s honeymoon in all its glorious detail, and here it is…

      Amrevet Days is the Atlantean equivalent of a honeymoon, but taken approximately eight months after the wedding. By custom, the newlyweds must escape to a secret location to enjoy each other.

      Now that Gwen is the Imperatris, married to the stunningly handsome Imperator of the most powerful nation on Atlantis, they have the entire planet at their disposal.

      Come along with the happy couple and experience the joys of physical love on board a luxury flying ship, as they visit the remarkable sites of the planet, explore mysterious ancient landmarks, and learn more about one another. In addition, discover fun revelations and secrets about other favorite characters in The Atlantis Grail universe and what is yet to come.

      The Atlantis Grail is a YA series, but this novel stands outside the sequence, due to its 18+ subject matter, and is only suitable for older audiences.

      

      Note: it is strongly recommended that you read Amrevet Days One only after you’ve read the four books in the original series (Qualify, Compete, Win, Survive), or you’ll miss out on all the delicious slow-burn buildup of their relationship!

      

      AMREVET DAYS ONE is the first volume of a spicy alien honeymoon travelogue of Atlantis.
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            AUTHOR’S NOTE

          

        

      

    

    
      To All My Wonderful Readers,

       

      You asked for a spicy and intimate look at Gwen and Aeson’s relationship, and I am happy to oblige! Enjoy the Atlantean equivalent of their honeymoon, called Amrevet Days, in all its romantic glory.

      This story is quite different from my usual intense, plot-driven action adventures with intricate, epic-scale story arcs that require very long books to properly develop.

      Amrevet Days is a cozy, sensual travelogue of an alien planet, with low stakes and high spice. It is currently being serialized, a chapter at a time, on my subscription platforms (Patreon and Ream). And this naturally lends itself to easy break-off points in the plot, and blessedly shorter books.

      I decided to break it up into several smaller volumes and publish them individually. This way you get the story much sooner, and in nice, digestible chunks, even if you are not one of my serial subscribers.

      This first volume is called Amrevet Days One. Because there’s going to be a Two and a Three, and so on (which you can continue to read in serialized format on my subscription platforms).

      I expect there will be about 4 or 5 volumes altogether, and I will publish them all in one big omnibus book—eventually, several years down the road. When completed, the entire novel is going to be one of my typical, long and hefty books.

      You might also wonder, where does this story fall in the general timeline? Technically, it is book 4.5 of The Atlantis Grail series. But really, it falls after the last chapter of Survive but before the epilogue of Survive (which, in turn, is followed by The Book of Everything).

      However, because of its 18+ spice levels, I am not listing Amrevet Days as an official part of The Atlantis Grail series, which is intended for teens and young adults. Amrevet Days is definitely not YA, and is intended for mature audiences, hence it is “TAG-adjacent.”

      When should you read this book in the greater scheme of things? First, you must be an 18+ grownup. Second, please read at least the original core series (Qualify, Compete, Win, Survive) before you attempt to read this book.

      And now, enjoy the leisurely delights!

      

      
        
        Vera Nazarian

        January 23, 2025

        Vermont, USA

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            INTRODUCTION

          

        

      

    

    
      Did I mention that Aeson Kassiopei, my Imperial Husband, has a big, juicy dick?

      Yes, Aeson, my Aeson. Mr. Kassiopei, Archaeon Imperator of Atlantida, that one. And yes, I realize, none of this is suitable to go anywhere near my Book of Everything.

      But I love every delicious moment of what’s happening between us and so, I kind of need to write this down somewhere, short of screaming it into my pillow (which I kind of already do, when he takes me from behind . . . my face gets smushed into cushiony bedding with every plunge of that you-know-what, and let me tell you, he is not holding back).

      Okay, I’m still blushing even to say that word, but I need to get over it.

      It’s not a you-know-what, it’s a cock.

      His penis. Hard and warm and so wonderfully expansive inside me. My sweet Aeson’s dick, cock, penis. . . . There, I’m an adult, a married woman, I can say it.

      But I’m getting ahead of myself. So let me explain: this is my private diary. I’m hoping no one gets to read this, especially not our child—not for a good, long time, at least not while I can know about it. Seriously, this is as intimate as it can get.

      Incidentally, we’re on our Atlantean honeymoon—our Amrevet Days. And yes, it’s been months since the insanity of the alien war and the apocalyptic events.

      I’m about five months pregnant, and there’s already a sizeable baby belly. We actually decided to take our Amrevet Days trip now, precisely because of the belly. If it gets any larger, it will make it a little more awkward for all the things we are doing to each other’s bodies.

      All the things I’m going to describe.

      But first, I need to stop blushing. It’s not embarrassing, Gwen, you silly numbskull. It is glorious and natural and very, very messy. Okay, yes, that part is a little embarrassing. It’s gotten so that I can’t face the Imperial Palace servants who must change the Imperator’s bedsheets every dratted morning. Because we make such a sticky mess.

      Hence, the long anticipated Amrevet Days, where no one will care that we’re having all that sex because it’s what we’re supposed to be doing.

      And it’ll give us extra time to indulge in each other, utterly and completely, before the baby comes.

      So now I’ve started this diary, and will be scribbling in it, in between the good stuff, the sweet and erotic stuff.

      Strap in for the ride, diary.

      My ride and his ride.

      Our ride.

      Im amrevu.
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      So where do we end up going for our Amrevet Days? Whatever secret plans Aeson may have had earlier, to show me cosmic wonders, were ruined by the fact that so many Hel system space stations were destroyed in the alien war. Indeed, the Atlanteans have just barely started the international rebuilding process around Rah, Septu, Tammuz, and the grand restoration of Ishtar Station (which was not completely destroyed but suffered major damage).

      Our visit to those outposts will just have to wait. And besides, as I tell Aeson, I’ve had just about enough “space exploration” to last me a few years (and if I’m honest, a lifetime—but I don’t admit that out loud, in case I feel differently months or years down the road).

      “In that case, im amrevu, we’re going to stay closer to the ground,” he tells me with a mischievous look. And then he presents me with this much better alternative, to which I immediately respond with a huge, excited “yes!”

      We’re taking a private nubu depet—which translates as “gold boat,” a kind of hovering luxury yacht, the size of a multi-story estate—to fly around the globe and secretly visit multiple picturesque locales. For the next few months, we’re going to be everywhere—not only in Imperial Atlantida but all around the surface of the planet Atlantis. We’re going to see stunning scenery, waterfalls, gorgeous beaches, mountains, forests, even exciting urban centers in different countries. We’ll visit the native sites and attractions, sample the local delicacies, and spend a lot of even more luscious carnal time with one another.

      As tradition goes, we’re not announcing our itinerary to anyone. But because we’re Imperial Kassiopei, and we don’t want to start an international incident, certain nations and heads of state will be informed in advance, so that proper diplomatic permissions and security precautions can be set in place.

      It is also unavoidable that our nubu depet will have Imperial guards, plus a staff of servants, and even a medical team, just in case (with me being pregnant, Aeson insists). But Aeson tells me they will all keep out of our way, and our surroundings will be tasteful and discreet, with guaranteed privacy intended for our pleasure.

      Someone will have to change those sheets, I think again, with a rush of heat in my head. Someone will hear the sounds we make . . . the rhythmic thudding of furniture . . . his deep groans just before orgasm, my own high-pitched cries as I come . . . over and over.

      “Don’t worry about anything,” he tells me on Yellow Ghost Moon 21, 9771, the night before we begin our romantic journey, while we’re still at our Imperial Palace Quarters. It’s long past eleventh hour of Khe, it’s been a long day, and we’re finally alone in the Imperator’s master bedroom.

      I pause contemplatively and glance at the star-filled night outside the great arched windows. I observe the tiny silver disk that is Pegasus near zenith, and great violet Amrevet just rising over the horizon, visible like a lantern through the shade of inky lacework that is the park greenery far below. With an intimate look, Aeson steps close to me and captures one of my hands with his own. Almost unconsciously he rubs the inside of my wrist, then brings it up for a lingering pulse kiss. . . .

      So warm and strong. . . . At his touch, a tingling sensation of electricity floods me, and I shudder with immediate arousal. The pressure of his mouth over my pulse points never fails to send an almost painful stab of desire through me. Indeed, at this point in my pregnancy—now that the morning sickness, bloating, and nausea have abated—I’ve discovered a heightened craving for physical intimacy with him.

      “You realize,” he says with an amused expression, probably noticing my widened, receptive eyes, “the nubu depet staff are impeccably trained. They know they must be invisible. And the walls are quite good at—masking noise.”

      I shake my head with a weak laugh, then place my other arm around his neck and stroke the back of his head, the silken gold of his Kassiopei hair, with my fingertips. “You know, I never thought I’d be a screamer,” I whisper awkwardly, leaning close to his face, with a new surge of heat. “Why am I such a screamer, Aeson?”

      He chuckles, still holding my wrist. “Is that a rhetorical question?”

      “Jerk! You’re laughing at me.”

      “Never.” But his lips are quivering in that same way when, out of habit, he begins to repress a reaction, to exert control over his countenance, and then recalls himself and just doesn’t bother. Because—why should he now? He’s the Imperator, lord of all things, and the ultimate authority, with no one in this nation to stifle his spirit. He can permit himself to feel, to reveal whatever hidden part of himself he wants. . . . Especially with his amrevu Imperial Wife.

      Hence, the relaxed, quivering lips, the blooming sweet smile.

      Ah, his lips, so chiseled, so. . . .

      I pull my wrist out of his clutches and then use both hands to pull him in for a fierce kiss. After only a few heartbeats, his mouth takes over, covering mine. He then lifts me effortlessly (as though I’m light as a feather and not turning more and more each day into a beached whale) and in seconds we end up on the huge bed—the Imperator’s bed—on top of the royal blue covers.

      Blue. . . .

      It’s all his—his Imperial Blue Court, I’m reminded once again, with a kind of visceral relief. And therefore, it is mine, ours.

      This bed we now occupy, it’s the exact same size as the Imperial Crown Prince’s bed in those other Quarters, a floor below—a luxury sleeping platform immense enough to fit an entire family. Or to host an ancient orgy.

      A different fleeting thought comes to me. So many generations of Kassiopei were conceived in this bed, slept here as little children, along with their Imperial parents.

      And now . . . here we are. The baby inside my belly was made downstairs, in a different bed—the same one where Aeson was probably conceived, since his grandfather was still the Imperator at that point. . . .

      As usual these past few weeks, Aeson makes sure to fall on the bed first, then lies back against the pile of cushions, pulling me on top of him, so as not to put too much pressure on my abdomen. I keep telling him it’s okay, but he insists that he is too heavy, and his grown man’s weight might be too much for the baby. Admittedly, I miss the sensual weight of him covering me during sex, but I’ve stopped arguing days ago, and just allow him to pull me up.

      I end up straddling him. We’ve kicked off our shoes, but otherwise we’re still fully dressed, having come back from an intimate family niktos meal with Dad, Gracie, George, Devora, and Manala (Gordie couldn’t make it, being stuck on a work project). It was just a few corridors down, in our favorite large living room, and completely casual, so no formal dress-up was required. A fun evening, during which we chatted about our upcoming trip and played coy with our curious family members as to where we will be. Despite being plied with probing and sneaky questions, we held our ground, laughed, and revealed nothing.

      Aeson is wearing a light shirt and pants, and I have on a simple, loose, pregnancy dress. It’s just a single layer of pretty lavender fabric I can pull up and over my head. Underneath, I’ve got a bra and sensible panties—none of that itchy lacy stuff. Good thing Aeson doesn’t care about lace, only my current comfort.

      He also enjoys divesting me of my underwear . . . slowly.

      “How do you feel?” he asks, lifting up my dress over my head and casting it off nearby on the bed.

      “Very well, especially after that nice meal,” I reply, tugging gently at his silky cream shirt as I begin unbuttoning it to reveal his bronzed throat and chiseled chest.

      “Not too full?” He places one palm over my slightly bulging tummy and simply rests it there lovingly, against our baby.

      “Nope, just right,” I say. “Though, knowing me, I might be really hungry again in time for Ghost meal.”

      He chuckles, casting a glance at the back of the room. “Not a problem. The food cabinet is well-stocked.”

      “Good, because I will wake up and eat half of whatever’s there again.” I smile and chuckle also, then pull the unbuttoned shirt all the way off him and cast it aside.

      Holy crap, but my husband is gorgeously shaped. His lean abdomen, so perfectly toned, his narrow, tapering waist contrasting with the wide shoulders and span of chest, those muscular arms. . . .

      I rub my hands along his skin, starting at his shoulders and moving down past his belly button to his lower abdomen. I feel every hard plane of his muscles underneath. And his male scent—he smells like complex musk.

      Already, there’s a prominent bulge at his crotch. The outline of his penis grows before my eyes, pushing up the fabric of his pants. But he lies back watching me with a relaxed expression, his steady gaze sliding relentlessly over parts of me. Only his breathing has deepened. And his hand, still on my belly, is starting to stroke in gentle, slow circles.

      “Mmm . . .”  I make a sound of pleasure at the warm feel of his large hand, which now abandons my belly and wanders higher, up and down the side of my waist, while he reaches out his other hand to fumble at the front clasp of my bra.

      As he does so, I work to unfasten his pants and set him free.

      My bra clasp is simple, like the push of a button, and it pops open, releasing my very big pregnancy breasts. I’m already pretty large in the chest as it is, and they’ve never been particularly perky. . . . But now, because of the baby, they seem enormous as they fall out and down, dangling lower than ever. Without the bra to hold them up, I feel their sudden pendulous weight. But at the same time, that sensation of loss of constraint is very sensual, especially considering what’s about to happen between us.

      “Oh, jeez, I’ve gotten so huge . . .” I mutter, momentarily looking down at myself with reproach, even as I lean over him, continuing to undo the front of his pants. My ridiculously enormous boobs swing forward, brushing at his lower abdomen, as I tug at the waistline of his pants, and then let my fingers quickly fumble at his weird Atlantean masculine underwear that opens in the front with a weird little loop-clasp. . . . I still haven’t quite gotten the hang of it.

      I happen to glance up into his eyes and see him ogling me, practically drooling. Ah, my husband and his love of my tits.

      “No, you’re perfect,” he whispers, and his voice has gone deep. “But you should hurry up and let my varqooi out before I explode.”

      “Sorry, yes . . .” I mutter, and I smile, and bite my lower lip . . . even as my own breath and pulse starts to quicken with anticipation, while I feel the wetness down there, between my legs.

      At last, his underwear yields to me and I let his big boy out.

      Aeson exhales loudly as the shaft of his cock twitches and stands up immediately, long and thick, over his engorged scrotum. He is uncut, as with most Atlantean males, and the foreskin has naturally retracted over the flushed head, exposing the scalding-hot, sensitive tip.

      The head of the serpent. . . .

      At once I take him with both hands, gently squeezing then stroking the precious length of him, feeling his pulse and heat and thickness—at which point he makes another harsh sound of breath escaping—and then I sidle forward on the bed, still straddling him, to position myself just directly above.

      My panties are still on me, but I simply push aside the crotch, feeling the soaking wet spot in the fabric where I’ve leaked my female juices. And then I rise up on my knees and come down, impaling myself on him.

      As his penis slides inside me, I moan at the intense stab of pleasure that enters my core.

      “My sweet Gwen,” he says, taking both of my tits, one in each hand. At once I feel my nipples hardening, poking like buttons against his warm fingers.

      “Are you ready?” he asks, as he caresses my nipples with his thumbs, sending pangs of electricity coursing through me. He then uses his palms to grasp and knead the rest of my plump breast flesh. Even so, he is unable to cup an entire boob completely with his large hand—yes, that’s how big I’ve gotten.

      “Yes, please,” I moan, hot and swollen on the inside, full of him, but still not moving, keeping my back straight and only leaning in to flatten my tits against his hands.  “Okay, I think I’m perfectly upright, so that my belly will not get squished once I start to bounce.”

      He chuckles. “Don’t worry, I’m holding you. . . . I have you.”

      He releases my tits and this time grasps both of my hips, supporting me from underneath. I feel the steady pulse of his penis, like a stallion poised to run, and the burning warmth of arousal spreads all through the depth of my vaginal canal.

      “Let’s go,” he says roughly. “Ride me, im amreve.”

      I place my hands on his hard, muscular torso to steady myself, and then start to rise up slowly. The initial sucking sensation as I lift upward for the first time is such exquisite pleasure that I moan at once. And then I begin the rhythmic movement, a combination of lift and circular motion, and my hips naturally fall into the grind. . . .

      He starts to breathe harshly, and his strong fingers tighten over my rear, squeezing the globes of my hips as we ride together. Our delicious rhythm has been established. In it, I’m moaning loudly as I glide up and down on him, while he remains controlled and silent except for his elevated breath through clenched lips.

      The world narrows. There is nothing but the hot, hard planes of his muscles beneath me—his firmament supporting my weight—and the thick heft of his shaft, slick from my natural lubrication, continuing to impale my burning core. . . .

      And oh, the dark intensity of his lapis lazuli blue eyes. . . .

      Whenever I’m able to look, to barely focus enough to meet his eyes, I see his pupils are dilated with arousal. He stares up at me, his gaze boring into me as much as his physical body labors inside mine.

      Faster and faster I bounce, and he thrusts up slightly to meet my every movement. Even now he’s careful not to go too deep, because of the baby—even though we’ve been told by medics it’s perfectly safe.

      I’m also aware he’s holding back, in order to prolong the moments before he explodes inside me. Kassiopei males tend to ejaculate too quickly, and recover just as quickly, but with enough practice, my husband has achieved a remarkable stamina for the duration of a single act.

      And now, he strains to hold on, giving me time to achieve my own release instead of interrupting us multiple times in the middle of an act as he comes and recovers, then comes again, over and over. . . .

      I find it highly endearing.

      But right now, my mind is not quite my own, as I ride him with abandon, even as the familiar pressure builds inside me. Then at last my moans become even more high-pitched, my grinding hips go into exaggerated motion of their own accord, and I am tossed by a wave. . . . He knows I’m orgasming because my vaginal walls spasm around him, and so he allows himself to come also.

      I love the deep sound of his voice when he is out of control in those seconds. . . . It bottoms out, and his hard baritone groan scrapes the floor, just before he catches his breath and stiffens into silence. . . .

      Then, his cock starts to pump the hot seed inside me.

      When that happens, I come again, spasming around him, reveling in the sticky scalding abundance of his ejaculate which blends with my inner lube, and the excess spills out in a gooey sticky mess around our genitals and beyond.

      Someone will have to clean up all of that wet bedding tomorrow.

      But we’ll be long gone, floating on board the luxury nubu depet, on our way to our first destination, on the opposite side of the world.

      The hauntingly beautiful, ancient ruins just outside the city of Heruvar.
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      They like to say in New Deshret that Heruvar is located in the center of the world. It definitely falls along the planet’s equatorial line, similar to Poseidon’s location on the opposite hemisphere. However, unlike Poseidon’s surrounding fertile grasslands and forests, and the Djetatlan Ocean to the south, Heruvar is landlocked and enclosed by a harsh desert on all sides.

      I’ve been told the climate of the surrounding area is hot, dry, and lifeless like the Sahara on Earth. But the city itself—the second largest in New Deshret after Xois, the capital—is a remarkable oasis.

      All I know about it is that the Great Pyramid of Giza has been relocated there after the Games of the Atlantis Grail and permanently reassembled just outside the city in a pristine desert location, surrounded by sands.

      On Earth, you could see the Giza Plateau pyramids from Cairo. And now, on Atlantis, you can see the solitary Ex-Giza Great Pyramid from Heruvar.

      But we’re not going there.

      Indeed, after my ordeal in Stage Two of the Games, during which I’d become intimately acquainted with far too many pyramid stones (crawling and hanging on to them for dear life, getting my hands and knuckles and other body parts scratched raw, having to embrace them and pee on them, ugh . . .) I’d like to avoid the ancient Wonder altogether.

      We’re going to Heruvar’s opposite side. The place where this ancient city originated and grew from a single fertile spot in the vast desert until it became the sprawling urban center that it is today.

      That oldest spot, currently found just beyond the outer edge of the grand metropolis, is the ruined Old City of Anun-Xaat.

      It is mostly an abandoned, haunting (and supposedly haunted) place, inhabited only by city vermin and wildlife, archaeologists, and occasional curious tourists. Beautiful manmade structures rise from among overgrown hillsides. They form obelisks, shrines, tombs, and underground caverns hewn of the local djigeet stone.

      And at the heart of it lies the Anun oasis spring, the one that gave life to this city. Its cool waters pool in a deep pond that has been ornamentally paved by human hand, and the mosaic inlay is a work of ancient art. Aqueducts run off in all directions, and more mosaic-paved channels lead the waters in an intricate maze of pools and waterfalls—hundreds of them scattered throughout the Old City.

      Some of the ponds are shallow, and the waters that emerge cool from the ground are heated during the day by the scorching glare of Helios, so that they turn into warm baths by nightfall, acting like natural hot springs—except that it is not Atlantis’s inner heat but the burning Helios from above that makes them so.

      By morning the waters cool down, and the cycle starts again.

      It is here that our nubu depet makes its way. Aeson and I are going to visit the waters of Anun-Xaat, and discover the picturesque desert oasis wonder.

      

      The desert of Heruvar is an endless expanse of dunes formed by striated sands of mauve, turquoise, and gold. By day they glitter and sparkle in the sun, by night they glow with phosphorus radiance, lending a voluptuous shape to the desert.

      As our luxury cruise ship descends over Heruvar, I stare in amazement at the sparkling ocean of multicolored sand underneath a blazing white morning sky that fills the view port windows to the distant horizon in all directions. I turn to glance at Aeson and see him watching me in my childlike wonder.

      “Do you like it, im amrevu?” he asks with an intimate smile.

      “It’s incredible!” Unconsciously, I squeeze my Imperial Husband’s hand.

      “Wait till we get closer,” he says, his strong fingers sliding to cover mine, even as our depet continues falling from the sky, and the desert rushes up to meet us in a dizzying optical illusion.

      We briefly see the sprawl that is the modern city, with its high-rise skyline, roofs and cupolas glittering with gold trim. Off to one side I notice the triangular shape of the Great Pyramid looming to the North. And then, in an instant, it’s gone, as the cityscape view overtakes the horizon.

      But our depet slows down only when we reach the Southern edge, and the residential districts give way to overgrown ruins. It comes to a smooth hover stop a few feet above ancient street level in the middle of nowhere.

      “Ready to go?” Aeson says, after informing our discreet staff via his wrist unit. And we emerge from our luxury bedroom into empty corridors (the staff has dispersed politely to give us our privacy), make our way down two deck levels to the boarding airlock, and then take the comfortable exit ramp to step into the hot air outside.

      The heat strikes us like an oven. And the sky is brilliant and blinding. I’m wearing shaded contact lenses, super sunscreen, and even Aeson has put on sunglasses in this deadly radiance.

      We’re both clad in sandals and long and loose white clothing reminiscent of the desert nomad tribes of Earth. The fabric breathes and drapes us lightly, and we’re wearing little else underneath. I’ve a scarf wrapped around my head, and Aeson wears a head covering similar to the traditional Khepresh, except it is unadorned white. He also carries a sizable backpack with food and drink and other supplies for us to have a picnic at some point.

      We begin walking slowly, marveling at the surroundings. There is silence, greenery of climbing vines, bright sudden flowers emerging from the rocks and sandy soil, elegant remains of ancient structures, and the desert wind making strange music around us.

      “Look!” Aeson points to a glittering pond of water in a small rounded basin, only a few steps before us.  “The aqueduct network begins here.”

      Oh, wow. . . .

      Sure enough, I notice that the basin connects to a long and narrow stone-lined channel that runs off and continues indefinitely, branching off into more waterways and reservoirs. And as I look beyond it, there is no end to the maze of water, all of it glittering in random surprising spots between the ruins.

      “Oh, this is incredible,” I repeat, rising a palm to shield my eyes from the glare. “How far does it go?”

      “For a mag-heitar, or so.”

      A mag-heitar is ten kilometers. My mouth falls open stupidly. “My Dad must see this!”

      “He’s likely seen it already,” Aeson replies with amusement.

      Charles Lark, my father, was a professor of classics and antiquity back on Earth. Here on Atlantis, he currently works at the Imperial Poseidon Museum as a researcher and lecturer. And it’s indeed possible that he’s at least been made aware of this archeological site, even if he hasn’t yet visited it.

      “Come,” Aeson tells me, taking my hand. “I want to show you something in particular. It’s not too far from here, and an excellent place to rest.”

      “But I’m not tired,” I retort.

      “You will be.” He glances at me and raises one brow.

      “What’s that supposed to mean?” I tap his arm, starting to laugh.

      “You’ll see.”

      “Ooh! Okay. Then lead on, my Imperial Sovereign.” I giggle and mock this man who is the Imperator of Imperial Atlantida. Yes, I have no shame.

      But Aeson wraps one arm around me from the back of my waist, and pulls me in close to him. His roving hand continues downward and he squeezes my rump, lingering there sensually, while he leans down to kiss me warmly on the lips.

      At once, I feel breathless. An unexpected stab of arousal passes through me at the feel of his mouth hard against mine, not to mention his aggressive hold on my behind. He then captures my hand again, and off we go.

      

      We follow the endless water channels, ponds, and basins for at least a quarter of an hour, moving toward a growing source of noise up ahead, and arrive at last at what looks to be an unusual, tiny island situated in the center of a small but strongly churning lake. But when we approach, I realize the lake is actually a horseshoe shape, a kind of large, semi-circle pond, paved in the same glorious mosaic, and it hugs a rocky formation with a raging waterfall.

      Crystal-clear water cascades with loud violence, emerging directly from the top of the rocks, hitting three outcrop tiers, and it churns into foam at the bottom, creating the lake.

      “Aeson, it’s so powerful! And beautiful!” I say, breathing in wonder, as we stand before the rim of the frothing pond, feeling the foam spray cool us even here.

      “This is the ancient freshwater Anun Spring,” he says, taking his sunglasses off and leaning into the cool spray. “It’s the source of all life in Heruvar. It was here at the time of Landing, and who knows how much longer before that.”
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